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Fragment  to  J.  H. 

I  LAY  in  the  arms  of  a  dream, 
And  I  dreamed  that  my  dream  was  true ; 
I  lay  down  in  the  arms  of  sleep, 
And  I  knew  that  my  sleep  was  you. 

And  still  on  my  brow  I  feel 
The  print  that  the  dream  has  given, 
My  lips  are  scorched  with  its  seal. 
My  heart  with  its  sharpness  is  riven. 

Yet  sharper  the  shame  and  the  ill 

Of  a  love  the  more  thrives,  less  forgiven  ! 


To-morrow 

THOUGH  not  this  moment  thou  wilt  pay  me 
fair, 
Though  not  to-day  thou'lt  pay  me  in  my  kind, 
Yet  my  heart's  treas'ry  rests  not  in  despair. 
Though  to  my  pleadings  thou  art  so  unkind. 

There  comes  a  day  when  berries  burst  their  seed, 
When  bud  new  opens  to  the  gradual  dawn, 
When  the  moist  earth  of  sunshine  hath  her  need. 
When  the  eve's  violets  greet  the  whispering  morn. 

For  'tis  in  April  that  the  germ  is  laid 
That  fills  the  garden  in  red  summer's  June  ; 
And  the  seed  ripens  whilst  it  is  delayed. 
Too  frail  a  blossom  if  'twere  reared  too  soon. 
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Her  Name 

TO-DAY  is  the  same  as  yesterday, 
In  its  eternal  hours  the  same, 
And  yet  to-day  is  sweeter 
For  I  have  kissed  her  name. 
The  same  in  all  its  letters, 
In  HER  letters  e'er  the  same  ; 
And  yet  to-day  'tis  sweeter 
For  I  have  kissed  the  name. 
I  give  to  it  the  kisses 
That  I  would  she  might  share, 
It  misses  what  she  misses. 
She  who  ITS  letters  bear  ; 
Yet,  might  I  bear  those  kisses 
To  me  freed  of  all  shame, 
Sent  back  to  me  with  wishes 
That  she  might  share  my  name. 
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''Carmen  Laeti" 

WHEN  Mirth  and  Joy  come  flitting  in, 
The  heart  with  glee  is  filled  within. 
When  I  shall  journey  back  to  thee 
My  soul  will  dance  in  gaiety. 

Merriment  shall  reign  supreme, 
In  every  eye  a  joyous  beam  ; 
Mirth  shall  caper  all  day  long. 
In  every  heart  an  airy  song. 

Bid  me  to  sing  a  roundelay, 
And  I  will  trill  to  break  of  day ; 
A  ballad,  pastorale,  stave  or  air 
Or  roulade  to  my  lady's  hair. 

As  blithesome  lark  from  the  fields  of  dew 
Is  lost  to  sight  in  Heaven's  blue 
Rising  with  carol  to  the  skies, 
So  am  I  lost  in  my  lady's  eyes. 


Love  Broken 

AS  a  rose's  petals  are  spilt  by  the  wind 
Xjl  So  have  you  spilt  my  love. 
When  lip  to  lip  and  lock  with  lock  entwined 
Thus  we  our  love  might  prove 
You  have  shaken  its  blossoms  and  proved  unkind. 

As  the  ocean  drains  the  pebbles  from  the  shore 

So  have  you  drained  my  love. 

As  when  the  waves  with  sullen  sombre  roar 

Lash  at  the  rocks  above, 

So  have  you  lashed  my  heart,  yea  lashed  it  sore. 

As  the  mower  cuts  the  tall  and  shimmering  blades 
So  have  you  cut  my  love  ; 

And  from  my  wounded  heart  the  gladness  fades 
Since  you  my  love  reprove. 

Plucked  the  bright  flowers  and  darkened  my  soul's 
glades. 

But  as  the  first  warm  touch  of  summer  wakes  the 

flowers. 
So  will  you  wake  my  love. 
And  we  together  yet  shall  count  the  hours, 
And  happily,  softly  move 
Out  of  the  noonheat  to  the  scented  bowers. 
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Verses  to  my  Mother 

THERE  is  a  love  far  greater 
Than  any  lover  knows, 
A  love  that's  purer,  straighter 

Than  any  love  that  grows 
'Twixt  youth  and  blushing  maiden, 

'Twixt  man  and  wedded  wife  ; 
With  whiter  blossoms  laden, 

The  vital  soul  of  life. 
That  is  the  love  that  mother 

Bestows  upon  her  son, 
Outloving  any  lover, 

Outloving  anyone. 

'Tis  sometimes  sweet  as  pollen, 

'Tis  sometimes  soft  as  rain, 
'Tis  sacred,  lovely,  solemn. 

The  soul  of  sweetest  pain. 
The  pain  that  gods  and  martyrs 

Have  suffered  with  a  smile, 
For  which  no  human  barters 

Nor  e'er  can  gain  by  guile. 
The  love  pain  of  a  being 

That  watches  from  above, 
A  love  that  is  unerring, 

The  holiest  soul  of  love. 
M 


Verses  to  my"  Mother 

This  love  that  scarce  is  human 

Yet  more  human  than  aught  known 
Is  God's  best  gift  to  woman, 

Her  diadem,  her  crown. 
May  she  e'er  live  to  give  it 

The  jewel  of  my  life. 
And  may  none  ever  steal  it, 

Nor  snatch  by  force  nor  strife. 
My  sinful  soul  'twill  leaven. 

Upraise  the  funeral  sod. 
And  lie  my  stair  to  Heaven, 

The  roadway  to  my  God. 
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A  Fragment 

"^ITTATCH!    watch!  I  teU  you,  for  She  is 

V  y     passing  by." 
"  Whither,  whither  is  She  passing  ?  " 
"  She  is  passing  nigh." 
And  the  echoed  tread  of  her  sandalled  feet 
The  vaulted  rafters  faintly  greet. 
In  her  hand  is  the  Thread  of  Doom 
For  the  woof  and  warp  of  the  loom, 
Whose  shimmering  spindle  She  tightly  grasps 
While  She  plies  her  wheel  that  creaks  and  rasps, 
Humming  a  doleful  tune  : 

Of  the  corpse  of  a  maid  that  was  loved  by  a  loon 
Who  dallied  each  night 
By  a  candle's  light, 

With  the  eyeless  rims  and  the  mouth  agape, 
The  straggly  hair  that  clung  to  the  nape 
Of  a  wrinkled  neck  of  hideous  shape. 
Plying  his  lips  to  the  lipless  gums. 
Fondly  caressing  the  fingerless  thumbs, 
The  sunken  breasts  and  the  staring  ribs, 
(Like  hungry  horses  lick  empty  cribs) 
Kissing  the  sheeny,  glittering  head. 
With  the  Smell  of  Death  in  his  nostrils  spread. 
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A  Fragment 

This  is  the  Song  of  the  wandering  loon 

Sung  to  a  doleful,  dismal  tune. 

This  is  the  stave  She  would  softly  croon 

To  the  embryo  hid  in  her  withered  womb, 

Begot  'neath  the  shade  of  a  tumbled  tomb. 

Watch  !   watch  !  I  tell  you,  for  She  is  passing  by. 
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Myrtle 

MILD  mystic  myrtle,  well  I  know 
The  secret  whispers  prisoned  in  thy  leaves, 
And  how  Love's  passioned  minions  come  and  go 
To  nestle  in  thy  eaves. 

The  tale  of  men  who  gave  too  much 

What  maidens  must  deny, 
Whilst  blindfold,  art  supplied  the  crutch 

On  which  to  hobble  by. 

The  tale  of  locks  bedecked  by  thee, 

With  kisses  intermingling, 
Of  loves  born  wild  and  passions  free 

Setting  the  heart's  blood  tingling. 

There  all  the  poison  of  night-love 

Lies  sheathed  for  virgin  day 
Screened  by  thy  lisping  twigs,  that  move 

And  wanton  curl  and  sway. 

And  little  is  lovelier  than  the  love 

That  other  loves  have  spurned, 
More  livid  than  the  orb  above, 

The  very  orb  out-burned  ! 


Myrtle 

For  is  ever  a  passion  gentle  ? 

Is  ever  a  love  divine  ? 
And  ever  a  friendship  mental, 

Or  pure  as  a  crystal  mine  ? 


Find  it !    It  is  the  exception 
To  prove  the  golden  law  ; 

That  the  Love  for  man's  reception 
Is  the  painted  love  of  a  whore. 

Hail !   mild  and  mystic  myrtle  ! 

Hail !   garland  of  the  feast ! 
Cupid's  love- wrought  kirtle  ! 

For  the  greatest  and  the  least. 


Entwined  with  the  locks  of  Emperors, 

The  posy  of  the  slave, 
The  wine  wreaths  of  Love's  tempters, 

The  peace  crown  of  the  brave. 


Yea — ofttimes  thou  hast  told  me 
The  love  tales  told  of  yore  ; 

And  oft  my  heart  hath  sold  me 
And  yet  must  sell  me  more. 
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Myrtle 

Still  shall  I  dream  of  thy  story, 
And  when  my  frame  is  old, 

And  the  strands  of  my  hair  grow  hoary 
And  my  heart  sighs  sapped  and  cold, 

Then,  garland  of  Love,  will  I  listen 
To  the  fable  that  now  you  tell. 

And  my  sunken  eyes  will  glisten 
As  I  stand  at  the  gates  of  Hell. 


20 


Reflection 

WHENCE  should  the  ideal  come 
But  from  the  thought 
Untutored  and  untaught 
When  life  is  fresh  begun  ? 

A  ghost  of  a  remembrance 
Lost  but  awhile  ; 
A  flicker  of  a  smile  ! 
The  swiftness  of  a  glance  ! 

Yet  would  we  seem  to  hold 
From  times  afar, 
Shadows  of  thought ;   no  more, 
No  less,  and  scarce  as  bold. 

This  life  a  life  outliving 

Intensely  old, 

Like  to  a  tale  retold  : — 

Past  with  the  Present  striving. 

We  feel  that  we  have  been 
Yet  know  not  where, 
And  scarcely  do  we  dare 
To  probe  the  things  unseen. 
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Reflection 

As  if  still  wrapt  in  dreams, 
Our  musty  brain 
Seeks  vainly — time  again 
To  realise  all  that  seems. 


We  stretch  a  finger  out 
Hoping  to  touch 
Some  note,  some  string ; — or  such 
As  will  remove  the  doubt. 


Whence  come  our  youth's  ideals  ? 

Whence  the  sensation 

Of  reincarnation  ? 

What  hand  will  break  the  seals  ? 


Will  one  to  us  return 
Spiting  the  years, 
Across  the  vale  of  tears 
Teaching  how  we  may  learn  ? 

Christ  from  the  depths  arisen 
Told  mortal  nought ; 
Nor  spoke  the  hidden  thought, 
Keeping  what's  hidden,  hidden. 
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Reflection 

This  much  we  know  full  well, 
That  we  must  die, 
And  o'er  life's  boundary  fly  : 
Yet  after,  none  may  tell. 

This  much  we  hope  and  think, 
We  lived  before ; 
And  that  in  life  once  more 
Our  soul  we  yet  may  sink. 

For  Dissolution  grieves 

To  flicker  out, 

Turn,  Life,  thy  Book's  last  leaves 

And  end  the  Doubt ! 
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To  Sleep 

I  WATCHED  the  pale  evening  cast  her  olive  veil 
Over  the  fields  and  woodlands  of  the  sea, 
And  many  a  bark  w^ith  red  sienna  sail 

Unto  the  horizon  sped  away  from  me. 
Vapours  and  perfume  from  the  tired  earth 

Hung,  a  light  raiment  o'er  the  dreaming  flowers. 
Whilst  the  cool  air  to  myriad  sounds  gave  birth 

From  harbour,  village,  pastures,  and  the  hours 
From  the  grey  tower  tolled  the  death  of  day. 

Dappled  cows  from  meadows  drowsy  amble  home, 
Each  workman  to  his  cottage  wends  his  way, 

Unto  the  dove-cots  sleepy  pigeons  come  ; 
While  'neath  the  dark  pinions  of  the  sable  night 

The  infant  sleep  appeared  unto  my  sight. 

And  could  you  tell  of  gentler  things  than  sleep  ? 

Of  sweeter  moments  in  the  life  of  m.an 
Than  when  his  limbs  soft  slumbers  sweetly  keep 

And  from  his  sleeping  soul  all  evils  ban  ? 
Could  aught  be  lovelier  than  the  flowering  field 

From  whence   the  nettles   have   been   plucked 
away, 
Where  brambles  to  the  cowslips  gladly  yield 

And  where  the  bee  and  butterfly  hold  sway  ? 
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To  Sleep 

Like  to  this  field  then  is  the  soul  that  sleeps 
Freed  and  untrammelled  of  the  arms  of  dreams, 

Unconscious,  where  the  furtive  shadow  peeps 
A  fugitive  from  Luna's  ivory  beams. 

Sweet  enemy  of  pain  and  trouble's  withering  hand, 
Mayest  thou  for  ever  by  my  bedside  stand. 


To  a  Bowl  of  Red  and  Yellow 
Tulips 

O  BLOSSOMS  !   when  I  gaze 
Down  into  your  fair  radiant  faces, 
Glowing  up  at  me  from  verdant  graces, 
Your  rarities  amaze, 
The  very  gold  bars  of  the  summer  sun 
May  well  pay  court  to  your  more  candent  hue, 
For  Sunlight's  smile  I  yet  may  seek  in  you, 
E'en  when  the  orb's  illumined  course  is  run, 
Your  damask  pinions  furled  about  your  form, 
Foster  the  scents  you  give  to  outer  air, 
Your  gold  dust  tongues  kiss  to  the  winds  pale  care 
And  sip  the  limped  tears  of  April  storm. 
Unto  my  soul  you  bring  me  by  your  grace, 
A  yet  more  lovely  and  more  radiant  fact. 
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The  World's  Reward 

To  N.  S.,  1st  Coldstream  Guards 

UNDER  what  melancholy  thought 
Laboured  we  long  ! 
Setting  all  joy  at  nought, 
We  joined  the  throng 
Of  striving  wretches,  battered  by  despair. 
With  bursting  eye-balls,  blood-bespattered  hair. 


Onward  we  trudge,  a  hostile  herd. 

On  through  our  night ; 
God's  creatures  less  than  beast  or  bird  ; 

A  bloody  sight. 
Slaves  to  our  own  decree,  burnt  through  of  fires, 
Doubting  our  Maker's  love,  or  His  desires. 


Thus  through  unending  pain 

We  go  to  death, 
Hoping  by  Death  to  gain 

A  happier  breath  ; 
Trusting  for  once,  whatever  we  had  doubted. 
That  Death  himself  to  us,  of  victory  now  shouted, 
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The  World's  Reward 

Fed  with  the  failing  of  our  life, 

Moistened  with  gall, 
We  seek  for  peace  in  battle  strife, 

Food  for  us  all ; 
So  in  our  fellows'  blood  our  hands  we  steep 
Trusting  that  good  will  come,  when  laid  to  sleep. 

Great  God,  with  tending  hand 

Watch  o'er  our  souls. 
Speeding  from  Mammon's  land 

To  other  goals. 
And  when  the  battlefield  gives  up  her  dead, 
Let  each  on  angel's  breast  lay  down  his  head. 
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Measure  for  Measure 

BACK  from  the  dankest  waters  of  my  soul 
There  leered  a  livid  face,  pouched,  yellow  green, 
Holding  to  his  skin-flaked  lips  a  bowl — 
A  little  bowl  the  underneath  unseen  ; 
The  little  bowl  held  babies'  bodies  lean  and  mean, 
And  how  he  grinned  and  winked  and  leered. 
And  shrank  and  feared. 
With  me  he  claimed  an  intimate  connection, 
He  said  that  he  was  but  mine  own  reflection, 
And  I  was  War  !  seeking  for  more. 
And  more  to  disillusion,  crumple  and  destroy. 
Like  some  untutored,  selfish,  childish  boy. 
He  told  me  that  my  eyes  were  red. 
And  that  I  cried  in  bed. 
My  bed  was  dark  and  damp  and  brown. 
And  on  the  surface  of  the  field  a  frown  ! 
He  hissed  and  cackled  that  my  hands  were  scarlet, 
And  that  I  made  a  virgin  come  a  harlot. 
And  she  was  now  called  Envy,  Hatred's  daughter, 
And  that  with  blood  I'd  bought  her. 
And  that  each  curling  lock  of  hair 
At  which  the  starving  children  stare, 
Was  gloss'd  of  rape  and  pillage 
From  carnage  fields  and  bloody  tillage. 
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Measure  for  Measure 

And  that  the  music  of  the  feast 

Was  dying  groans  from  wounded  beast. 

He  whispered  that  a  holy  nation, 

The  purest  race  of  God's  creation, 

Was  fast  ennobling  what  my  soul  had  lost, 

And  that  my  hungry  nails  were  forced 

To  reap  a  gentler  harvest, 

And  that  now  farthest. 

From  my  unslaked  tongue  there  lay 

A  people  who  would  play 

With  me,  and  kiss  me  and  love  me  as  their  child, 

For  in  their  mouths  was  blood,  and  teeth  unfiled 

Mashed  'midst  the  sea-soaked  corpses  of  the  deep 

Of  women,  children,  whom  they'd  lured  to  sleep, 

Mad  in  their  love  of  purple  butchery. 

Behold  he  said  there  lay  fit  company  for  me, 

A  company  to  lick  my  dusty  stained  feet. 

He  laughed  and  cried  exultant,  "All  is  complete, 

You  have  no  enemy  to  fear  save  me. 

Your  own  remorseless  thought's  reflection 

And  your  own  offspring — that  pale  hermaphrodite, 

Dejection. 
Do  you  fear  God  ?    Whence  should  you  ? 
For  does  He  not  give  this  earth  to  you  for  carnage, 
And  of  its  hate  and  blood  make  you  the  drainage  ? 
Would  you  then  pray  ?    How  would  you  ? 
You  know  no  prayers  to  pray  with, 
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Measure  fot*  Measure 

For  answering  none,  yourself  you  cannot  pray. 

Nor  have  you  truth  to  say  with, 

Truth  as  fellow-sinners  say 

That  you  repent. 

Your  iron  soul  ensteeled  seeks  no  relent, 

It  cannot.    In  each  of  the  mouldy  beds 

O'er  which  your  back  is  bent 

You  lay  to  rest  a  portion  of  yourself. 

Thus  self-consumed  by  yourself  all-consuming, 

Your  own  pale  light  outburns  its  very  self, 

And  in  your  frightful  and  distorted  face 

You  see  your  own  extinction  grimly  looming, 

And  with  friend  Death  pant  out  a  futile  race. 

Poor  pale  reflected  friend,  this  is  your  end, 

And  thus  the  wine  of  Discord  is  cupped  for  your 

communion, 
But  to  your  thirsting  lips  it  will  prove  poison. 
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A  Prayer  for  Peace 

OFTEN,  often  have  I  seen 
Pastures  luxuriant  and  green  ; 
And  browsing  cattle, 
With  stupid  velvet  eyes 
And  tasselled  tails 
That  lash  the  taunting  flies, 
In  pastures  watered  by  a  rippling  stream. 
A  summer's  dream — 

There  could  the  soul  gaze  peacefully  abroad 
Wholly  contented  o'er  the  verdant  road, 
No  burning  thought  of  strife  and  bitter  war 
Poisoned  the  air,  tranquillity  to  mar, 
But  'midst  the  quiet  herds  and  flocks  around 
Lie  dreaming  on  the  scented  meadow  ground ; 
An  idyl  in  a  swoon  ! 
A  sunbeam  in  a  moon  ! 

Though  still  I  see  those  pastures  and  those  herds ; 
Though  still  the  zephyrs  lisp  with  song  of  birds ; 
Yet,  yet  my  soul  in  comfort  ne'er  may  be 
Till  all  that  my  soul  loves  from  strife  is  free. 
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To  my  Pipe 

O  FRIEND  of  mine  that  never  yet  has  failed 
To  give  me  comfort  in  the  saddest  time  ; 
Together,  friend,  Parnassus  we  have  scaled 
And  sought  amidst  its  woodlands  for  our  rhyme. 

These  halting  lines  to  you,  to  you  I  give, 

A  poor,  frail  thanks  for  your  warm  sympathy  ; 

Prove  ever  kind  to  me  whilst  yet  I  live 
And  revel  with  me  in  my  lethargy. 

Your  soft  embrace  and  kisses  azure  grey 

Soothe  the  tired  mind  unstrung  by  sterner  life, 

And  by  your  silence  kinder  things  you  say 
Than  any  mortal  by  her  speech  can  give. 

May  I  e'er  hold  you,  have  you  by  my  side  ; 

Gaze  on  your  form,  inhale  your  sweeter  breath  : 
Prove  ever  kind  to  me  whilst  I'm  alive 

And  lie  beside  me  when  I  sleep  with  Death. 
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Song  in  Valediction 

10NE  am  I,   how  lonely  only  the  greenwood 
J  knows, 
Only  the  thrushes  and  blackbirds,  only  the  jays 

and  the  crows. 
The  denizens  of  the  woodlands,  the  creatures  that 

come  and  go, 
The  little  wee  things  that  rustle,  those  are  the  ones 

that  know. 
Lone  am  I,  how  lonely  only  the  fields  can  tell, 
The  green  fields  and  the  ploughland,  and  the  flower- 
fields  as  well, 
To  these  have  I  oft  lamented  and  these  are  they 

that  know  ; 
The  love  of  my  dreams  turned  and  rent  me  and 

coldly  bade  me  go. 
The  thrush  has  a  mate  to  trill  to. 
The  field  mouse  a  friend  of  his  own  ; 
But  I  have  no  lips  to  thrill  to. 
For  my  love  hath  a  heart  hewn  of  stone. 
Lone  then  am  I,  how  lonely  only  the  flowers  shall 

hear. 
The  violet,  the  rue  and  the  hemlock,  enwoven  to 

garnish  my  bier. 
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Laburnum 

LO !    from    thy  verdant    arms    drooping    and 
/  pensile, 
Molten  gold  falls  in  summer-scented  cones ; 
Clinging  with  quivering  tongue,  thirsty,  prehensile, 
Into  thy  lips  thy  velvet  lover  drones. 
Subtle  thy  raiment,  shading  thy  umber  arms, 
Falls  like  to  sun-bars,  or  maiden's  aureole  tresses : 
Piercing  thy  emerald  cloak,  naked  thy  charms. 
Lie  for  passion'd  June's  untuned  caresses. 
One  early  rose-kissed  cloud  of  morning's  love 
Saw  through  thy  tapestries  a  naked  nymph 
Amidst  thy  sinuous  arms  more  sinuous  move 
And  slip  into  the  lily-painted  lymph. 
Her  God-like  lover  with  a  silvery  net 
Drew  back  his  prize  all  glistening  and  all  wet. 
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Thou  art  for  me  as  a  Memory 


O 


STARLIT  fountain  of  the  Night ! 
Bring  back  to  me 


The  memory 
Of  love's  delight. 

O  gentle  ripple  of  the  stream  ! 

Bring  back  to  me 

The  memory 

Of  youth's  love-dream. 

O  nestling  voices  of  the  brook  at  even  ! 
Bring  back  to  me 
The  memory 
Of  kisses  given. 

O  black,  still  pool,  never  a  wind  doth  rock  ! 

Bring  back  to  me 

The  memory 

Of  a  love-filled  look. 

O  rushing  rivers  of  the  morn  ! 

Bring  back  to  me 

The  memory 

Of  love  free-born. 
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Thou  art  for  me  as  a  Memory 

O  untamed  and  boundless  sea ! 
Bring  back  to  me 
The  memory 
Of  passions  free. 


O  silent  waters  of  my  soul ! 

Thou  art  for  me 

The  memory 

Of  my  Love's  goal. 


i7 


Thoughts  while  under  an 
AnsBSthetic 

THE  faded  light  o£  even  ;  like  to  a  flower, 
Some  failing  violet  sickening  in  the  wood, 
The  last  few  fleeting  minutes  of  the  hour. 
And  then  and  there  alone  I  watched  and  stood ; 
And  saw  myself  corpse-like  composed  for  Death, 
Save  from  my  coral  nostrils  ebbed  the  breath 
That  we  in  this  day  living  call  our  life, 
And  know  that  'twixt  the  There  and  Here  the  knife 
Formed  to  my  soul  the  sombre  bridge  of  sighs ; 
Saw  it  and  knew  it,  watched  it  with  mine  eyes. 
And  wondered  when  myself — my  inner  soul — 
Would  breathe  the  breath  of  freedom,  truly  free. 
Watching  the  blood  and  matter  in  the  bowl 
Pour  from  myself,  a  human  part  of  me. 
There  the  eternal  nothingness  complete. 
Here  the  pulsing  laugh  of  life  ;   they  meet 
In  me,  alone  unsheathed  a  naked  flower 
Standing  on  these  last  minutes  of  the  hour. 
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Kamilla:   An   Eastern  Serenade 

An  Imaginafy  Talc 

THE  scented  air  with  jessamine  was  strewn — 
Kamilla  !     Kamilla  !   Listen  to  me  ! 
The  night  was  lit  with  Chaldsea's  ancient  Moon, 
The  waters  rippled,  chanting  drowsy  hymn. 
The  Priests  and  Nuns  of  coenobitic  Loon 
Muttered  Gregorian  Litanies  to  Khnym. 
Dark  palm  leaves  whispered  prophecies  afar, 
While  scarlet  Ibis  shrieked  his  hectic  curse  ; 
No  man  was  there  this  magic  scene  to  mar  ; 
No  mortal  influence  my  dreams  to  bar  ; 
Or  in  material  thoughts  my  mind  immerse. 

A  painted  boat  with  seven  candles  fired — 
Kamilla  !     Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 
Out  of  the  gloomy  darkness  came  attired 
In  golden  flickering  rays  of  scented  flame  ; 
And  at  the  prow  a  Smoky  Wizard  spired. 
The  holder  of  a  Treble  Mystic  Name, 
Xhensu — Nepher — Hetep  born  of  Sekhet, 
Mystic  of  Mystics.    Worshipper  of  Bar, 
Tender  of  the  Sacred  Fires  of  Amset, 
Guardian  of  the  Heart  and  Lungs  of  Neb-tet, 
The  bearer  of  an  ever-bleeding  scar. 
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Kamilla:  An  Eastern  Serenade 

The  Scar  upon  his  bosom  self-inflicted — 

Kamilla  !    Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 

When  his  proud  heart  with  love  was  once  afflicted, 

Dripped  drops  of  blood  which  caught  in  em'rald  jars, 

And  with  his  subtle  juices  once  conflicted, 

Became,  each  drop,  a  mass  of  shooting  stars, 

Which  rising  to  the  Heavens,  struck  the  clouds, 

Binding  them  together  into  one. 

Forming  the  texture  for  the  Thousand  Shrouds 

Which    clothed    in    Death    the    tearful    moaning 

crowds 
Of  spirits,  whose  existence  then  was  done. 

Behind  the  Mystic  decked  in  sickly  white — 

Kamilla  !     Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 

There  lay  his  lady  love,  Child  of  the  Night  ! 

Seeming  to  live  though  dead  ten  thousand  years. 

Her  hands  upon  a  sapphire  crown  unite, 

As  if  for  ever  clasped  in  silent  prayers. 

He  slew  her  in  his  anger  and  e'er  since 

They  glide  unceasing  down  the  endless  stream, 

The  silent  lady  and  the  Magic  Prince, 

On,  on  for  ever  into  the  Dark  Province 

Of  one  unending  visionary  dream  ! 

The  spotted  snake  'midst  ocelliferous  leaves — 
Kamilla  !     Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 
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Kamilla:  An  Eastefn  Serenade 

His  shimmering  body  undulates  and  wreathes, 
Watching  the  stagnant,  lotus-scented  pool : 
Where  marigold  with  orchid  interweaves. 
Forming  a  verdant  shelter  dank  and  cool. 
The  peacock  'midst  the  Tiger-lily  walks. 
Poising  with  grace  his  slender  ebon  claw, 
Darting  his  sheeny  head  amidst  the  stalks 
Of  myriad  flowers.     What  now  his  passage  baulks  ? 
Is  it  some  danger  that  is  hid  afore  ? 

A  swirl !    A  hiss !    A  wild  delirious  scream  ! — 

Kamilla  !     Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 

A  downward  plunge  and  into  the  gurgling  stream 

A  mass  of  azure  feathers  bathed  in  gore 

Fall  headlong  in  a  close-encircling  gleam. 

The  snake  !    The  bird  !    And  Nature's  cruel  lore  ! 

Thus  did  the  bearer  of  the  bleeding  scar 

Seize  on  the  one  he  loved,  his  heart's  desire  ; 

Her  unrobed  soul  still  wanders  out  afar 

Seated  in  light  in  Dragon-harnessed  car, 

A  lovely  spirit  being  clothed  in  fire. 

Throughout  the  cedar  groves  of  Kama's  land — 
Kamilla  !    Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 
There  roams  an  ever-chanting  priestly  band 
Of  Neophytes,  a  sacerdotal  school, 
Who  carry  at  their  head  a  lighted  brand. 
Set  in  a  canister  of  rarest  buhl. 
41 


Kamilla:  An  Eastern  Serenade 

These  are  the  pupils  of  the  Priest  of  Bar, 
Who  wait  in  vain  for  him  to  come  again, 
These  are  the  Children  of  the  Morning  Star, 
Who  bear  aloft  the  ever-burning  flame. 

These  youthful  priests  are  called  the  Sons  of  Hell — 
Kamilla  !    Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 
Children  of  Lucifer,  born  of  an  evil  spell 
Which  MiRLAM  whispered  in  their  guileless  ears. 
When  first  they  saw  the  light,  before  he  fell. 
Cast  forth  from  Heaven,  down  to  the  Burning 

Spheres  : 
Their  names  were  changed  upon  the  Heavenly  Scroll 
From  Prudence,  Wisdom,  Purity  and  Love 
To  Anger,  Cunning,  Vice  and  Uncontrol. 
The  other  sons  were  placed  upon  the  Roll 
As  Satan's  children  cast  down  from  above. 

Thus !  Thus  they  roam  and  oft  torment  the  World — 
Kamilla  !    Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 
Marching  in  scores  their  banners  wide  unfurled, 
In  every  place  received  with  shouts  of  joy. 
Those  who  from  Heaven's  courts  celestial  werehurl'd. 
The  prey  of  Evil.    Mirlam's  naif  decoy, 
Though  mortals  know  them  by  their  triple  scar 
Placed  on  the  forehead,  set  between  the  eyes, 
All  gates  and  doors  to  them  they  straight  unbar, 
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Kamilla:  An  Eastern  Serenade 

Welcoming  travellers  as  if  from  afar, 

Hell's  cursed  Children,  whom  the  Christ  defies. 

The  Damsel  whom  the  Wizard  cruelly  slew — 
Kamilla  ?    Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 
Came  from  the  Aureole  Realms  of  Morning  Dew. 
Princess  Cerulean  was  her  happy  name. 
The  dweller  in  a  garden  of  such  hue 
That  all  who  saw  it  died  from  very  shame 
To  think  that  they,  so  hideous  and  so  vile, 
Could  dare  to  enter  such  a  sacred  place. 
Their  presence  seemed  the  beauty  to  defile. 
They  tried  to  hope  but  ne'er  could  reconcile 
Themselves  with  their  own  selves  which  seemed  so 
base. 

She  lived  in  beauty.    Beauty  was  her  friend — 
Kamilla  !    Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 
She  died  in  beauty,  lovely  to  the  end 
After  a  life  of  sorrow  and  of  pain. 
Not  too  much  grief  can  we  on  her  expend 
Nor  should  we  ever  let  remembrance  wane. 

One  morn,  'twas  summer  and  a  brilliant  day, 
She  came  from  out  the  palace  for  a  walk  ; 
Seeing  a  stranger-youth  she  left  her  way. 
Approaching  him,  he  feigned  to  walk  away. 
She  crying,  stopped  him,  begging  him  to  talk. 
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Kamilla:  An  Eastern  Serenade 

"  Fair  youth,"  cried  she,  "  pray  tell  me  who  art 

thou  ?  " 
Kamilla  !    Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 
"  A  curling  lip  !    A  proud  and  lofty  brow  ! 
Some  Royal  Princeling  surely  thou  must  be  ? 
A  King's  son  !  or  an  Emperor's,  I'll  avow  ! 
How  cam'st  thou  here ;  wishest  thou  aught  of  me  ? " 
He  turned,  each  movement  tokening  signs  of  grace, 
A  noble  carriage,  and  a  lordly  air. 
Knightly  and  kingly,  beautiful  of  face, 
Dressed  like  the  morn — when  sunbeams  chase 
The  clouds  and  mists  into  their  mildewed  lair. 

He  spoke  not,  only  beckoned  with  his  hand — 
Kamilla  !    Kamilla  !    Listen  to  me  ! 
Pointing  beyond  to  the  far-distant  land. 
He  walked  without  the  gates,  she  followed  on  ; 
His  grace  !    His  smile  !    His  glance  !    None  could 

withstand  ! 
She  followed — rippling — floating  like  a  swan. 
But,  once  she  came  without  her  own  domain. 
He  seized  her  in  his  arms ;   and  far  away 
He  bore  her  through  the  mists  of  Luna's  plane 
Where  her  proud  soul  to  his  he  would  enchain, 
But  failing,  slew  her. — Thus  sprung  the  tragic  lay. 
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To  a  Frozen  Pond 

ONCE  ye  held,  held  fast  within  your  ripples, 
As  mother  holds  her  babe  close  to  her  nipples, 
A  thousand  little  bursting  flowering  joys, 
Pink,  yellow,  green  springtide's  early  toys, 
And  broad-backed  leaves  of  lilies 
That  rode  like  frisking  fillies 
Upon  your  heaving  breasts 
Where  nothing  rests ; 
And  once  ye  held  them  fast 
But  now  the  chill  wind  blows 
And  they  have  fled  at  last — 
Fled  whence  ?   no  one  knows ; 
And  thy  smooth  face  is  frozen. 
Dame  winter,  for  her  sport,  thyself  hath  chosen. 
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To  a  Drift  of  Seaweed 

OH  !   moisty  seaweed,  tangled  on  the  shore, 
With  sweating  tentacles  sprawled  athwart  the 
rocks. 
In  pallid  prostitution,  a  sea-born  whore 
With  ochre  face  and  slimy  scented  locks ; 
Clasped  into  those  warty  tendrils  thou  must  hide 
A  myriad  molecules,  atoms  of  foetid  life, 
Which  in  your  tortuous  tresses  fast  abide. 
Ever  voracious,  stung  by  hungry  strife. 
Oh  !   hideous  weed,  of  shape  so  serpentine, 
Slimy  and  scented  like  to  reptile's  form, 
A  foul  ejection  from  the  acrid  brine, 
Rent  from  the  rocks,  by  wrestling  wave  and  storm. 
Cast  a  drenched  derelict  prone  upon  the  shore. 
Parched  by  the  scarlet  orb,  cracked  to  the  core  ! 


To  the  Sea 

O  SIREN  sea  !    into  thy  soft  bosom  I  could 
plunge, 
And  bathe  away  this  slender  breath  of  life  ; 
Feeling  thy  kisses  'gainst  my  bare  throat  lunge, 
Battling  with  earth's  frail  breath  in  fevered  strife. 
'Tis  thee  I  love,  pale  Circe,  thee  alone, 
Woman  of  passions  unholy  and  insane. 
And  thy  strange  moving  body  I  would  own, 
Although  the  owning  of  it  gave  me  pain. 
'Tis  thy  too  subtle  arms  I  fain  would  feel 
Crushing  against  thy  form  this  human  frame  ; 
Making  my  head,  my  heart,  my  senses  reel 
In  thy  pale  sombre  passionate  love  game. 
But  yet  I  fear  thy  terrible  virginity 
And  thy  lascivious  innocence  puzzles  me. 
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The  Sea's  Song 

THE  Sea  sang  a  song  to  me, 
A  song  of  sorrow  and  joy, 
A  tale  that  is  told  in  Autumn 
By  a  lovely  girl  to  a  boy  ; 
A  tale  that  is  whispered  in  Springtime 
By  a  boy  to  a  lonely  maid ; 
Each  word  like  the  scent  of  wild  thyme, 
The  true  and  the  falsely  said. 
And  the  sweet  is  spoke  with  the  bitter, 
And  the  bitter  is  taken  for  sweet. 
And  a  lie  escapes  in  a  titter. 
But  never  the  glances  meet. 
For  a  glance  might  speak  too  true, 
And  the  truth  be  bitter  as  rue. 
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To  a  Little  Girl  in  a  Yellow  Dress 

Who  each  day  Plays  below  my  Window 

LITTLE  laughing  faery  clothed  in  golden  ore, 
J  Laughing,  playing,  dancing,  on  green  Nature's 

floor ; 
Driving  t'ward  the  sky  some  frail  feathered  ball ; 
Little  laughing  faery,  listen  to  my  call. 
Listen  to  my  summons :   "  Ever  come  and  play 
On  the  sward  below  me,  every  April  day, 
To  me  lying  lazy  in  my  prisoned  leisure 
Thy  graceful  movements   bring  joyous  youthful 

pleasure. 
With  your  leaping  body,  wearied  heart  of  mine 
Leaps  in  grateful  concord,  bounds  in  gleeful  time. 
More   than    sunshine   kisses,   more   than  swaying 

flower 
Thy  mirth  brings  greater  pleasure  to  my  fettered 

bower. 
Little  laughing  faery,  forgive  this  lyric  boy, 
That  such  paltry  stanzas  should  thank  so  great  a 

joy." 
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Gnomic  Verses  on  Reading  Blake 


T 


hough  the  poet  Hves  on  earth  his  time 
He  seeks  in  Heaven  for  his  rhyme. 


There  is  a  Time 

THERE  is  a  time  to  man  when  man  is  vapour, 
And  faint  as  smoke  ekes  out  his  Httle  dreams ; 
Frail  as  the  web-like  image  of  burnt  paper, 
He  seems  a  man,  yet  is  not  what  he  seems. 
That  time  is  'twixt  the  passing  of  the  breath 
From  out  the  arching  nostrils,  trembling  lips, 
When  from  Life's  bourne  the  Soul  goes  forth  to 

Death, 
And  o'er  the  brink  of  Present  gently  slips ; 
Future  he  seeks,  yet  grasps  at  what  is  near, 
Blind  to  the  nearest,  yet  he  sees  afar, 
Brave  of  the  bravest,  yet  he  feels  the  fear 
Of  the  unknown,  and  dread  mystery's  scar 
Bleeds  a  far  deeper  wound  than  tempered  steel 
Or  sodden  lead  can  make  the  human  feel. 
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O  for  a  Time 

OFOR  a  time,  fled  past  and  dead  ! 
And  O  for  a  vision  gone  ! 
O  for  a  breast  for  my  weary  head  ! 
And  a  dawn  that  ne'er  may  come. 
Sick  with  the  present,  future  too  far, 
Past  half  forgotten — brown  withered  leaves- 
Left  as  a  thorn  'midst  the  petals — a  scar. 
— A  winter  sun  that  for  lavender  grieves — 
And  I  have  lost  my  scarlet  hat 
And  crimson  robes  of  love  ; 
Laced  as  the  night  wings  of  the  bat, 
Lie  the  raiments  of  my  love. 
O  for  a  time,  sapped  of  its  flood  of  years, 
Freed  of  emotion,  laughter,  love  and  tears ! 
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Sonnet 

How  dead  the  world  would  be  without  one 
friend, 
And  yet  more  dead  without  one  enemy  ; 
Like  to  a  wood  where  tree-tops  never  bend, 
Mocked  by  the  winds  in  their  hilarity. 
And  though  with  aching  oft  the  soul  is  filled 
And  sickening  moments  grip  the  throbbing  heart, 
The  balm  of  friendship  on  the  sands  is  spilled 
— The  footprints   washed, — scarce   more   the 

memories  smart. 
Then  other  visions  rarer  than  of  yore 
Spring  into  being,  whispering  of  fate, 
Pointing  in  unison  to  a  radiant  shore 
Beyond  the  storm-tossed  seas  of  love  and  hate. 
That  shore — the  realm  of  one's  imagination, — 
Freed  of  the  world's  unceasing  agitation. 
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Cupid  to  Psyche 

WILD  are  the  wings  of  the  morning, 
Closed  are  the  pinions  of  Eve, 
And  I  your  love  will  be  storming 
When  the  sun  the  horizon  leaves. 
Then  give  me  to  drink  of  amber, 
And  blue  emeralds  let  me  consume. 
To  me  your  chaste  bosom  unbar. 
And  prepare  for  my  kisses  a  room. 
Wet  are  the  wings  of  the  Morning, 
Furled  are  the  pinions  of  Night, 
Th'  night-clouds  are  gaping  and  yawning 
With  the  wounds  of  the  dawning  light ; 
But  yet  have  I  not  captured  your  castle. 
Only  died  of  love  in  the  battle. 
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Carmen  Tristis 

How  can  I  sing  a  song,  love,  when  my  heart 
beats  heavy  and  slow  ? 
Love  gave  me  a  voice  once  but  grief  has  broken  it  now ; 
Tears  are  its  message  :  and  in  its  wanderings  I  sing 
A  rose  fallen,  a  lamp  shattered,  a  heart  turned  an 
empty  thing. 

The  sun  laughs  in  the  skies,  dear. 
The  clouds  are  shook  out  in  their  play, 
O  why  are  they  happy  when  dies,  dear. 
All  joy  from  my  heart  away  ? 

Far,  far  am  I  from  thy  love,  dear. 
As  the  ice-crag  from  the  isles 
Where  blow  blue  blossoms  above,  dear. 
Pools  as  deep,  as  bright,  as  thy  smiles. 

O  for  the  wings  of  a  dove,  love,  to  wing  where  I  wish 

to  go. 
To  pass  the  sea  and  the  sunset  and  alight  when  the 

light  is  low 
By  your  holy  place  of  slumber,  softly  to  sing  for  your  sake 
All  night  the  song  of  my  passion,  till  as  the  dawn 

should  break 
As  a  pomegranate  breaks,  lifting  her  lips  apart, 
Thou  shouldst  lift  up  your  hands,  dear,  and  nestle  me 

over  your  heart ! 
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IN  a  hasty  temper  once  I  said 
My  love  for  you  was  dead, 
In  a  hasty  temper  once  I  gave 
My  love  for  you  a  grave. 
But  now  the  cooling  passions  see 
Me  once  more  slaved  by  your  love's  mystery. 


II 

Forsooth  I  should  account  myself  as  weak 

If  I  let  fade  as  smoke  what  I  most  seek, 

And  if  the  Pain  of  your  disdain 

Snuffed  out  Love's  flame,  burnt  out  Love's  name, 

And  made  my  passions  falsely  meek. 


Ill 

When  breath  from  out  my  body  long  is  fled, 
Learn  you  then  well  that  my  love  is  not  dead, 
Though  cypress  marks  the  furrow  where  I  lie 
My  soul  shalt  cry  aloud  that  my  love  ne'er  can  die. 


?5 


Love  Fragments 

IV 

That  Boy  named  Passion 

He  is  yet  my  child  ; 

He  was  not  nurtured  in  a  fashion 

Milky  sweet  and  mild. 

The  grape  his  milk,  his  mother's  breasts  poured  wine 

Into  his  thirsting  throat,  a  flaming  medicine. 

And  for  his  chaplet  he  wears  Honesty 

And  as  a  garment  carries  Dignity. 

His  fellow  playmate  Love  is  scarce  as  bold. 

Yet  Love  emboldens  him  ;  though  Love  is  cold 

Till  Passion's  fiery  challenge  echoes  in  his  ears. 

Then  Love  forgets  that  loving  oft  is  drowned  in 

tears. 
Passion  child  !    Passion  child  !    offspring  of  poet's 

soul, 
Challenge  in  me  my  love  again  !    fight  him  to  his 

goal. 
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To  Nature's  Garden 

TEACH  me  to  slumber  in  your  bosom,  rose, 
Teach  my  tears  to  spring  your  evening  dew, 
Paint  me  my  lids,  as  petals,  when  they  close, 
And  let  my  locks  come  tongues  for  you. 
Teach  me  to  gaze,  sweet  violet,  mauve  as  you. 
Teach  my  ill  limbs  more  graceful  to  repose. 
And  let  me  share,  with  you,  your  beauty's  due. 
And  sleep  as  peaceful  when  the  sunlight  goes. 
Teach  me  to  whisper  with  your  sighs,  west  wind. 
Teach  my  lips  to  kiss  as  soft  as  you  ; 
And  let  me  to  my  mistress  prove  as  kind. 
Softly  caressing,  gentle,  warm  and  true. 
O  Nature  !   of  thy  children  let  me  be. 
And  teach  my  soul  your  secret  harmony. 
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Litany  to  the  Holy  Virgin 

PARENT  and  Virgin,  Holy  mother  ! 
God  thy  Father,  God  thy  Lover, 
Begetting  to  us  men  a  Brother, 
Sacred  Queen ! 

Our  sinful  hearts  with  awe  are  moving 
At  the  mysteries  of  thy  loving, 
Whilst  shines  thy  purity  reproving 
Our  sins  unseen. 

Mystic  maid,  whose  virgin  womb 
Did  God's  most  holy  Son  entomb, 
Raise  us  from  an  earthy  tomb 
To  thy  side. 

Mystic  Rose  of  Heavenly  bloom. 
Whose  white  petals  formed  the  room 
For  the  God-sent  Bridegroom, 
Our  hearts  shrive. 

Holy  mother  of  God,  defend  us 
From  our  sins  and  alway  lend  us 
Thy  prayers,  that  when  the  world  shall  end  us 
We  may  be  saved, 
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Litany  to  the  Holy  Virgin 

Dearest  mother,  by  thy  grace 
Grant  we  see  thy  Heavenly  face, 
Wash  away  the  world's  disgrace 
From  our  souls  laved. 


If  in  early  youth  I  die. 
To  thy  bosom  I  would  fly. 
And  for  thy  mother's  kiss  would  cry. 
Sacred  Queen  ! 
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To  a  Nightingale 

WHERE   is  the  heart    that  hears  thy  frail 
melody 
Without  one  true  emotion  being  stirred  ? 
And  who  could  make  mock  parody 
Of  thy  carol,  gentle  bird  ? 
O  small  wee  feathered  thing 
With  soul  vibrating  tenser  than  the  string 
Stretched  on  a  harp  or  mandoline, 
Who  can  think  on  evil  when  thy  voice  is  heard, 
High  above  earthy  sod 
Near  to  thy  Maker,  God. 
O  !   sweetest  earth-born  angel, 
Ring  out  your  angelus, 
'Neath  Heaven's  crescent  bangle 
Chanting  our  prayers  for  us ; 
Carrying  our  Vesper  hymn 
From  us  to  Him. 
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An  Idyl 

LIE  with  me  on  a  bed  of  lilies 
J  One  laughing  April  morn  ; 
With  your  hair  as  gold  as  daffodown-dillies 
And  a  cheek  like  a  babe  new  born, 
With  your  eyes  as  blue  as  the  love-in-a-mist, 
Your  lips  red  as  poppies  that  dance  with  the  corn  ; 
Then  give  me  those  lips  that  the  roses  have  kissed 
And  play  the  nymph  to  my  faun. 
And  under  the  azure  depth  of  Heaven 
We  twain  shall  chase  about, 
Freshened  and  cooled  by  the  dews  of  even 
We  shall  tumble,  dance  and  shout ; 
And  then  the  night  watch  we  shall  keep 
On  the  myrtle  banks  asleep. 
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To  B.  G.  ]• 

On  one  of  Nature's  most  Beautiful  Landscapes 

THROUGH  a  white  and  misty  haze 
I  with  love-drunk  eyes  did  gaze 
At  two  little  marble  knolls, 
Rose-petalled  on  each  summit  where  the  dawn 
Her  poppy  lips  had  pressed,  and  gone 
Homeward  rejoicing,  glorying  in  the  bliss 
Of  her  sacred  morning  kiss 
Still  aglowing  on  those  ivory  colls. 

'Neath  the  dark  and  silky  umbrage 
Of  the  soft  luxuriant  ramage 
Into  two  laughing  pools  I  gaze. 
My  brain  a  maze. 

Tangled,  awandering  in  love's  streams 
As  faces  wander  in  and  out  of  dreams, 
O  the  crimson  passionate  fruit ! 
Redder  than  the  cherry's  summer  suit, 
Open,  disclosing  seeds  of  pearl. 
As  backward  the  wine-tinged  petals  curl. 
O  the  tangle  of  autumn's  grasses ! 
Where  the  west  wind  softly  passes, 
Twining  in  tresses  serpentine 
The  brown  blades  with  eglantine. 
O  Mother  Nature  !  thou  hast  made 
Beauty  so  wondrous,  that  afraid 
Stand  I  by  and  almost  dread  to  touch 
That  fount  of  love  that  man  esteems  so  much. 
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To  B.  G.  J. 

A  Summei*  Dream 

INTO  thy  opening  lips  my  parting  joys  I'll  throw, 
Deep  in  thy  half-closed  eyes  my  mellow  love 
dreams  weave 
That  all  my  inmost  passions  thou  shouldst  know 
And  from  my  pulsing  heart  my  heart's  blood  thieve. 

Thy  circling  arms  like  tendrils  round  a  tree, 
Shall  bind  my  lusty  manhood  to  thy  breast 
And  thou  and  I  as  one  in  love  shalt  be, 
Thus  half  immortal  flee  eternity, 
Mounting  the  waves  of  Time,  regain  our  quest 
Of  Love's  undying,  primitive  harvest. 

Thus  like  two  fishes  in  an  emerald  pool 
Where  azure  lilies  nurse  the  dragon-fly, 
There — where  the  sunbeam  stoops  his  thirst  to  cool 
We'll  lie  together,  darling, — thou  and  I. 
And  all  the  subtle  ripples  of  thy  skin 
As  muscle  chaseth  muscle  'neath  thy  bloom. 
In  emulation  of  the  fish's  fin 
Kneading  'midst  violet  weeds  a  shadowy  room 
Hidden  from  prying  eyes  where  flickering  stems 
Give  forth  a  million  shivers  of  delight 
Softly  caressing  the  silver  glittering  gems — 
The  fishy  scales  pranked  out  in  glimmering  white — 
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To  B.  G.  J. 

Ah  !  all  thy  subtle  ripples  will  I  watch, 

And  jealous  hate  the  sunbeams  since  they  come 

Closer  than  I,  and  yet  more  closely  match 

Those  laughing  pupils  they  would  make  their  home. 

Beloved,  awake  me  not !  but  let  me  dream. 
On,  on  forever  that  we  twain  are  still 
The  feckless  spirits  of  a  summer  beam. 
Ignorant  alike  of  good  or  ill. 
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